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Ceorgy Wagetaff, daughtsr of BSir
George, of the British cdmiralty, hints at
® linison between her governess, Ethel
Willoughby, and Henry Streetman., Ethel
denlea it. Henry Strectman calls on Ethel
and while waltlng for her talks to Brews-
ter, Bir George's hutler, who is n German
spy. yhout his fallure to gt at admiralty
papers In Sir Goorge's possession, Ha
phones to_ German secret service head-
quarters. Streetman, the German spy, and
Roeder (alias Brewster, the butler) are
discussing the possibility of war. When
Ethel appenrs he tries to foree her to get
from Bir George knowladge of the salling
orders to the British fleet. Though she
believes him a French instead of & Ger-
man spy, ghe refuges until he threntens
her, Bhe begs him to announce thelr se-
vret marriage, as Georgy Is susplclous,
but he puts her off. At tea Georgy and
her lover, Guy Fulconer, tease Sir George,
and Strectman makes an awkward at-
tempt to tallk politics. Streetman, the
German spy, Bir George Wogstaff, British
naval officlal, Ethel Willoughby, secret
wife of Strestman, and others are having
tea at the Wagstaff home, The party I8
digcussing a4 play. Charlie Brown. news-
paper man of New York, entertalng the
tea party with his views on the threat-
ened war in Europe. Guy Falconer de-
clares that if war comes he will go to
Cuba. His mother and Sir Geéorge reprove
him. Charlfe says Guy s spoofing. Capt.
Larry Redmond of the Irlsh Guards, oalls
on Ethel. The two had been undeclared
lovers, She tells him of her marriage and
he telle her Streetmar n is & German spy
with o family In Berlin.

There is no greater tragedy,
in the eyes of men, than the
betrayal of an innocent girl. It
Is an incident in human affairs
that has inspired literature In
all ages, and provoked murder
and suicide. With what emo-
ticn Ethel accepts the fact of
her batrayal and with what de.
termination she sets out to
avenge the wrong, if such a
thing is pessible, ie told in this
installment.

Ethel discovers, during her talk with
Capt. Larry Redmond that she has
been betrayed by Henry Streetman,
and expresses her grief.

CHAPTER VIlI—Continued.
“Oh, it's everything—everything!"
she told him with a dry sob,
“I should never have gone away; or
having gone, I should never have come
back—to make you suffer like this,” he

quick to grasp the suggestion of some-
thing serious in Bir George's words and
manner both.

“Germany has declared that a state
of war exists between herself and
Russia, Our Information is that I'rance
is mobilizing and will support Rus-
slal" BSir George seemed all at once
years older under the added cares of
the impending conflict.

CHAPTER IX.
For King and Countryl

Captain Redmond was the first fo
break the ensuing sllence.

‘Good God! Then it's come nt lastl™
he erled in a ringing voice.
¢ "And the fleet! What of the English
fleet 7' Ethel Willoughby exclaimed, as
her quick mind turned inevitably to
that most vital factor of Britain's de-
fense. It was pure patriotism that
prompted her question. For the mo-
ment all thought 6f Henry Streetman
and his constant fmportuning vanistied
completely from her reckoning,

8ir George swept the little company
with a rapid glance.

“You are all praetically members of
my family—at least I regard you as
such,” he sald. “Redmond, you are an
officer In his majesty’s service—what
I say is in absolute conflilence.”

Larry stood stifily at attention.

“Orf course, BSlr George!" he an-
swered,
Then Sir George told them what

Henry Streetmian would have glven
his soul to know,

“Winston Churchill went to Ports-
monuth this morning. The British fleet

gnlled this afternoon under sealed or-

ders and Churchill has offered his
resignation as first lord of the admi-
ralty.”

At that terse statement Ethel Wil-
loughby snank slowly upon a chair. In
their excitement the others did not no-
tlice hier agitation, Nor could they have
interpretedd it had they divined it
Something in the manner of an jnspira-
tion bad come to her—a scheme. plot,
a stroke of genlua perhaps, At all
events, she saw in a flish how she
might yet serve her country In a man-
ner that is granted to few women—or

BAI0 Wich bitter Relf-réfirodch. ™ Tf Hurt [ o

him terribly to see ber so torn by her
cmotions. “There, there, my dear!
Don't ery!™ he sald, patting her arm
with the tenderness of 1 woman.
“Oh, let me! Let me!" Ethe] eried.
for the blessed vent of tears had ecome

to her at last. “Oh, Larry, why
couldn’t it have been different 9"

“Faith, T don't know, my dear! But
now with you and me it's only a dream
of what might hove been—and we
must forget,” he comforted her
brovely,

"l-'ur'.'---".‘" she repeated brolenly.

“We
Wen
it the waorld."

“We ean't

must try fo,”" he sald,

friends—ihe best friends

be just—{friends,” she told
that their deep love

ild never let them be

he pergist

ed with the

convletion of a4 man who woyld always
doe rlight, “We Jove each other ton
much 1o he more—or less—thon the
st of friends,™

the hall sutside, wvol
ars. And Ethiel had searcely
'Mmm before I'l‘fr-lull.-‘
irned to claim them for the din-

o] fame

thejr

Rt

Guy Fnleoner ex-
clalme l 18 he came upon them, “Still
!1.n.,.ru:. you two? You never talk to

me as long as thaf!” he told Geargy
Wagstafl with mlid reproach,

“You're not

50 interesting as Cap
tain Redmond.” she retorted with the
ernelty of fnsolent -l..il.w .

“Well, admitting that,” Guy sald, for
he never plunged volunt: irlly into an
argument with Georgy, “admitting
that, I've seats for the Palace and
we've telephoned to Michmond for a
table. So let's hurry.”

“I don't think I ean go,
Ethel told them then. She knew that
she was In no condition for the banter
lug glve and take of dinner-table con-
versiation.

“Oh, Ethel!™ Geargy cried in obvious
d'sappointment, And “Ol, Bthel! Don't
spoil the party!" Mrs, Faleoner urged.

“Come on, Larry!" sald Guy. “DBy
George, you do look glum—just the
gnme as I did when Georgy first re-
fused me. Now I've got used to (t.”

While they were trying to persuade
Elhel to join them, Sir Georze Wig-
staff entered the room. He bhad heard
their volees ng he was passing throngh
the hail on his return from hig hurried
viglt 1o the admiraity. And since he
fiad news that he knew would prove
of great Inferest to them He had
stopped on his way to lLis own gquar
ters.

“By Jove, Redmond! I'm gind to seo

after all”

vou!" he oried as soon as he caunght

sight of the returneéd wanderer,

“Thank you, 8ir George! It's good
0 be bacl," Tarry replied.

“Ag u Britisher, 5'nu‘ve come Lome
at the right moment,” Sir George told
Ym gravely as lie shook the captain’s
hand,

“¥ou wenn thaf there's news of the
war—bad pows?' FEthel exclaimed,

even men, |
Meunwhlle Captaln RBedmond pon-|
dered upon winaton Churehill's pe-

cullar action,

“But why, Rir George—why?" he
asked.

“Becanse he had no suthority from
parliament to give such orders. If

“The British Fleet Sailed This After-
neon."

England is not Involved In the war,
then Churchill alone is responsible for
hig action and his public career will be
ended. If Bogland goes to war, Hien
the English navy has galned at once
an early and tremendous advantage.”

“But it means that Churchil]l belleves
England wiil fight,"” Ethel sal.
| “That Eungland will have to fight,”
Sir George vorrected her,

"Then the fleet-—Iit (id not disperse ™
ghe gquestioned. “Where has It gone?”

sir George saw no reason for telllng
them half truths,

“The most powerful fleet the world
has ever known has gone to the North
geq to the Kiel cannl to bottle up the
German navy, and that It will do, I'm
certain.  With the bulk of the Gertnan
fleet unable to come out, we'll prove
once avain that Britannia does rale the
waves."”

His words thrilled everyone of them.

“And there's really golng to be warl"
{ Mrs, Faleoner exclaimed in a wonder-
ing voice, “I never belleved I'd live
to ste (b

“And a long, horrible warl® Sir
George continued slowly. “We shall
suffer very ferribly—England, I fear,
in particulor, beeanse we did not ex-

we're not ready—not the m dJ'I
We shall need every man.”

His remark brought home to Larry
Redmond a realization of the way In
which the situation applied to himself.

“Then, in some ways, it's I've
come back,” he commented. ';“I must
report at once.” =

Guy Falconer turned to him syith un-
bounded enthusinsm lightjn’!.-;ii'p his
young face.

“T'll go with you!"™ he crlaﬂ.'-
too Inte to enlist ton]ght"' i
“T'm afraid 80" Larry said,

Cuy's wordd struck his mntbgr with
a quick chill of fear. She rose hastily
from her seat and going fearfu ¥ up
to her son, laida supplicating Bui]d up-
on his arm,

“Buot, Guy, you're not going to the
war?" she sald with a cntch i her
voiee,

“Why, of course I am, mo "‘

"Is it

"Of course he is! Geom ptaﬂ'
repented after him. A

“But, Guy—you sald you wounlin't
fight!" his mother reminded m em-

ulously, Her feelings had mﬂergone
a sudden change,

“I know," he sald, putting Bis band
upon hers soothingly. “But that was
when I didn’t believe there m}d be
war. And now that it's eome 1T
couldn't stay home. I couldn’

“That's the spirlt, my bﬂﬂ'l Sir
George told him with a renemuﬁ trust
in British manhood. =

“But, Gny—yon mustn't! I-miumnt
let you go!” she told him brokenly.

He was sorry for her. And yét there
was an unwonted sternness ﬁl—Guva
face as he sald: 3

“Mother, you don't want md be n
coward "

“But, my boy. you're all I'vq*unf in
the world! You're the only thifig) I've
left!” And then she topk himiin her
arms and sobbed. Ta her

only a little more quickly & to
other English mothers the rent tion
that war demands of lowly and ligh
alike. J
“Don't ery, mother, plea n't!"
Guy said gently. “You know Ife got

to go. I'll come back all rightt |

“Of course he will," snld G
“And then I'll marry him.* Gay had
all at once assumed new pro; ons in
her eyes, She had always b!li fond
of him, from the time they .'  girl
and boy together, But she had fiever
taken him quite seriously, Naw, how-
ever, she saw that Guy was & an,
nnd that he intended to play
part in the approaching stro
in that moment Georgy knew #
wid more than worthy of her.

A new light shone In Guy's
he turned to the girl,

“Will you really ¥ he aske
hear that, mother? Why, that
worth going to the front for—f
get a V. C. and be a hero and we
bhappily ever alter.”

A!h

Of such [s the rosy optimism) of
youth, : i
__Georgy Wagstafl
inh

“I‘or once, you dear old '...
can’t argue with you,” she said
though she smiled at him, she h
ficulty in keeping back her tearss

sy Faleoner stood very epect]
took his mother by the hand. I
women in a new light now——eny
recognized the gacrifices they h
evitably to make [n life's battles, is
the beginning of time.

“Come on, mother!™ he sald gre
“Take me to the harracks.”

"My son,
half whispered,
him through her tears,

“So am I'" added Georgy Wagstaff.
She bad acquired all at once n new
gense of proprietorship in Guy. “You'll
write me?” she nsked him. I
“Every day!"” he promised eagerly.

“And you—you will be cAréfal,
wou't you, Guy?" his mother besought
him, with her hands upon his shoul-
ders. |

"Of course, I'll be eareful.”™ _

And then they had gone—DMrs, Fal-
coner and Georgy, honging despergtely
to him who was dearest of the I%le
world to them. &

Slr George Wagstalf turned te the
others with an alr of unaffected p

“There's the true Englishman
sald.

“And there'il be hundreds
sgands, ke him—the flower of onr
try, who won't come hnelk,” BEthe
elowly. "Oh, It's ton terrible!”
little tragedy had touched her
quick, Beside it her own trof
seemed momentarily dwarfed,

“Yes, it Is terrible,” Rir &

ngreed. He had no Illusions g8 to
what war meant for Bngland.
“I must go at once to the war »

Captain Redmond announced humd
Iy. And he shook hands with Misg Wil-
loughby. “Good-by, Ethel!” he said In
a tone that was fiur more sobep 'ﬂln.l:l
was customary for bLim.

“l must return to the nd.nu:dlr
Sir George gald. “Coming, Ih-dm@d?"
18 e moved townard the door.

Larry had already started tg join
him when Rthel called him back
“Larry, before you go, may [}
Just five minutes with you—alon

*Of conrse!" he assentod, ¢
forglve me, Sir Georgei" =

“Surcly! See you agaln, Rt edmond ™
And with that Georgy's fathep left
them—alone, o

“Larry, when will you go tn the
front?" thel asked In a tense Vo

He set his eap and stiek upon 1%01
before answering her,

“ILdon’t know,” he sald. “'m lﬂllﬂ
I shan't be in the thick of the fl

“Yon mean they won't send ¥

“I fear not, my dear. They'll
me—they've often sald so—for E
thing they call more important
being ghot at. They'll use me in the
speclnl service—what you'd call o
I suppose, though, it's as good as @l

other way to die for one's country #P
my duty—though I'd not be too

peet It. We've been too sure that It
wonld never happen o our lifetime.
Some day—yes! But not now! And

of it." ;
For a brief time she made no rep
43 she pondered his words,

| thing I can do for England—for you!

I'm proud of youf® she
as she looked up at

“Won't you let me help?” she asked
him then,

“You?' He wondered whgt she
coulid mean.

“I do so want to help!” she con-,
tinued. “There’ll be thousands of wom-
en who'll go to the front as nuraes—
millions to do the things ot home. But
can't I go to serve England—to be in
the special service too?

A shadow crossed his fine face at the
mere mention of the undertaking,

“Oh, my dear, I couldn't let youl
The risk for you'd be too great. I
conldn't permit it,”

But she would not be put down so
easily,

“Think of the things a woman could
do safeiy—without suspicion,” she ar-
gued, “where a man would be use
less.”

“I know, I know—but I couldn't ul-
low it. And your husband?¥’ he ques
tloned. He hardly thonght any right-
minded man would be willing to let his
wife face such perll,

She turned to him impetuously.

“Larry, I lled to you,” she con-
fessed. “I'm miserable. wretched. I'm
not happy with my husband. I've
mnde a mess of things, like you. I

“For King and Country!"”

want to get 2way. This is the only

Oh, please let me go—oh, plense!"
He saw that she was greatly
moved—that she was soul-tortured,

half frantie, And he had not ;3 heart

where she might turn for It.

“T know how you feel,” he sald, “ang
. | ¥ou shall do this thing If T ean arrange

lt.l!

Her heart went out to him In grati-
tude because he had understood.

“Oh, thank yon, Larry! Thank you!
Now, iell me—what am I to do? Where
ghall T be gent? Shall I be with you?*
Slie hoped that it would be so.

“No, my dear—not with me,” he ex-
plained. “My job will be inside the
German lines—porhaps in thelr very
army."

His answer struck a chill of fear In-
to her—for she could feel fear for him.

“But that’s Impossible!” she ex-
clalmed incredulously. “You would be
caught at once,”

“Oh, 1 think not!" he reassured her.
“The plan i3 all arranged—every de-
tall—since before 1 went away. Now
'tls only for me to carry it out, But
you ¢an't be with me."

Her disappointment was obvious.

“But what shall I do?" she asked
doubtfully.

“That we'll see. But somehow we'll
be working together,"”

“For king and country!” she ex.
clalmed, holding out her hand to him,

“For king and country!” he repeated
nfter her, as he took ber slight hand In
his own strong one.

CHAPTER X.
Hoist by His Own Petard.

“Beg pardon, Miss Willoughby! A
gentieman to see youn, by appointment!”
In hils character of Brewster, Sir
George's butler, the German spy Roe-
der made his announcement in faults
less fashion,

“Oh, in just a minute!” Bthel Wik
loughhy told him. 8he knew that it
wis Henry Streetman who had res
turned to see her. And to Larry, whose
hand she had hastlly dropped just as
Brewster threw open ihe donble doors,
she sald, when the psendo butler had
gone, “I may gain some very Impor-
tant information from this man. I ean't
explnin more than that now, Wil you
walt in that room?" Rhe Indicated a
door leading into a smaller room ad.
Jolning her sitting room.

“Yes, my dear—Gaod keep yon!" Cap-
tain Redmond answered. And be at
once proceeded to earry out her wishes,
Ethel breathed a rapld prayer us she
heard Streetman already mountiug the
stalrs,

“Oh, help me to be brave! Help me
to be clever—{or Larry and for Eng-
land!" 8he turned then to meet the
man  who had betrayed her, and
agalnst whose wits ghe had now un-
dertaken to mateh her own,

Will this girl be able to de-
celve the spy regarding her In.
tentions and inveigle him into
permitting her to do as ahe
likes?

(TO BE CONTINUED.) ]

Read the Bible
While You Can

By REV. HOWARD W. POPE

TEXT-—-Remember now thy oreator in
the dsya of thy youth.—Eecles, 12:1

It was a wise man who said, “Re-
member now thy Creator In the days
of thy youth,
while the evil
days come not,
nor the years
draw nigh, when
thou shalt say, I
have no pleasure
in them," A striks
Ing illustration of
the value of this
advice came fo
our notice not
long ago We
were calllng on a
lady who had
passed her elght-
feth birthday. She
married a Chris-
tian man, and was
a regular church attendant for prob-
ably forty years. Indecd she sang in
the cholr for many years and, heard
only good Gospel preaching‘

She always enjoyed u good sermon
and could give an excellent deserlption
of it to those who were not present.
She was fénd of attending Bible con-
ferences and revival meetings, and en-
tered heartily into the aim and spirit
of  such services. But she never
formed any definite habit of Bible
reading; Indeed she was not a great
reader of anything, except the dally
papers, She liked fo hear other peo-
ple expound the Blble, but she would
not, or at least did not, read It much
for herself,

As old age came wupon her, the
friends and relatives of early life nat-
urally scattered and died. Her family
was all gone, except a devoted daugh-
ter with whom she lived. However,
all her needs were supplied, as well ag
the comforts of life.

Lonely and Troubled.

As her daughter was obliged to be

away during the day, and she was liv-
ing In u large city, she was naturally
somewhat lonely, but loneliness was
not her chief trouble. I found that
she had no definlte assurance of sal-
vation. Bhe was full of doubt and un-
certainty as to the future. She knew
the Goupel, but could not seem to
grasp it. She prayed, but she had no
assurance that God heard or answered
her, The Bible a!fordnd her no com-
fort, for she hardly kne :
» pnssages whieh ',- o
another found them for her, they did
not sound real and true to her ears,
so dull of hearing. She had lost her
eapucity to enjoy spiritual truth,

She had neglected to store her mind
with Bible truth while she was young,
and now, when it should have been
her dally comfort and chlef joy, she
had logt her capacity to enjoy it. Had
she formed hablts of Bible reading In
youth as David did, she would now
have been famlliar with it, and Da-
vid's experience would have been hers,
“The Lord is my Shepherd, I shall not
wiant. He maketh me to lie down in
green pasfures; he leadeth me beside
the still waters. He restoreth my soul.
Yen, though I walk through the valley
of the shadow of death, I will fear no
evil; for thou art with me, Thy rod
and thy staff they comfort me,” Hers
was an old age without a staff, and
almost without o God, :

How snd I8 old age without a
Saviour, earthly props failing, and no
everlasting arm to lean on; forced to
leave this world with no hope of
heaven!

Old Age Beautified by Faith.

How heautiful is old age when
cheered by the presence of the blessed
comforter! Grateful for the mercles
of the past, it refuses to belleve that
anything Is not a mercy which God
permits. The future is full of hope,
for we reallze that more and more the
earthly shall disappear out of our
lives, and more and more the heavenly
shall come in, until at last we shall
“awake In hig likeness™ and be satls-
fled.

Growing 0Old Happlly.
Far from the storms that are lashing the

ocean,
Nearer cach day to the pleasant home
light;
Far from the waves that are blg with
commotion,

Under full sall and the harbor in sight,
Growing old chesrfully
Cheerful and bright.

Past all the winds that were adverse and
chilling,
Past all the {slands that lured thee to
rest:
Past all the currents that wooed thee un-
willing
Far from the port and the land of the
blest.
Growing old peacefully,
Peaceful and blest,

Rich in experlence angels might covet,
Rich In a falth that has grown with thy

years;
Fich In a Jove that grew from and above

it,
Boothing thy sorrows and hushing thy
fears,
Growing old richly,
Loving and dear,

Eyes that grow dim to the earth and its
the brighter the heavenly

glow;
Ears that are dull to the world and its
story
Drink in the songs that from Paradlse
How.
All the swest recompense
Youth cannot know,

“We all are tall enough to reach
God's hand. The angels are no tuller,”

God ever speaks to a receptive mind
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od, and i

pulously cleaned cocoa
beans, scientifically
blended, skilfully
roasted, and with the
excess of fat removed,
reduced to an extremely
fine powder by a strictly
mechanical process, no
chemicals being used,
the finished product
containing no added
mineral matter,
AND IT HAS
A DELICIOUS FLAVOR

“LET US SUBMIT p,"'c.es
CI‘NC|NNATI CLAY CO.

UNION TRUST BUJLDING
CINGINNATI, OHI_U

SALESMEN Wented

Our West Virginia

- Grown Nursery Stock

PFine canvassing outfit FREE. Cash Commise
slon Pald Weekly., Write for terms,

Our Nurserles were grown Iin Oblo for more
than 40 dyeu-l. and much of our stock i grown
and sold there now,

THE GOLD NURSERY COMPANY,
Mason City, Mason County, West Virginis

O iliod PREET gt
Gray Co., LoRoy, M, Vs

Apple Pie Romances.
This is the senson for pie soclals,
and many a youth i¢ feeling the {lnan-

clal strain, says the Konsas City
Times. A ple social usually is held ag
the schoolhouse to raise money for the
library., The girls bake the ples, and
always put on the packages some diss
tinguishing marlk,

On the way to the socinl the girk
will whisper to her sweetheart: “It's
the one wrapped in white tissue paper
and tied with pink ribbons.” Then it's
up to sweetheart,

When the package In white tissue
paper and pink ribbons Is held up by
the nuctioneer he blds so heavy that
the other boys understand and keep
ralsing the bid untll the auctioneer,
filled with pity, calls time and knocks
the ple down to the financially ruined
one.

But the plunger feels amply re-
warded when he withdraws to a se-
cluded corner with the maker of the
ple and eats it with her. Many a
romance has budded over a glice of
apple pie.

Army Life,

The difference between army life
and ordinary life Is that ‘those in the
army know that discontent doern't
get them anything.

It 1sn't every cllent who is able to
keep his own council.

The sweetness of revenge may sour

the best disp(mﬁlon
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